Digitized by the Internet Archive 
in 2011 with funding from 
LYRASIS Members and Sloan Foundation 


http://www.archive.org/details/coventgardentragOOfiel 


THE 


COVENT-GARDEN 
TRAGEDY. 


As it is Acted at the THEATRE- Royat 
in Drury-Lane, 


By His MAJEST Y’s Servants. 


—————. ge amanti parces, eadem fbi parcet parum. 

Quaft pifcis, itidem eft amator lene: nequaim eft nift recense 

4s habet fuccum, is [uavitatem ; eum quovis pacto condtas; 

Vel patinarium vel affum: verfes, quo pacto lubet. 

Is dare volt, is fe aliquid pofct. 2am ubs de plenv promitur, 

Neqzue ille ciel quid det, quid damus faciat; silt ret ftudet : 

Volt placere fefe amice, volt mibt, pediffeque, 

Volt famulis, volt etiam ancillis: &f quogue catulo meo 

Subblanditur novus amator, fe ut quam videat, gaudeat. 
Plautus. Afinar. 
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PROLEGOMENA. 


T hath been cuftomary with Authors of extraoré 
[ dinary Merit, to prefix to their Works certain 
m Commendatory Epiftles in Verfe and Profe, 
written by a Friend, or left with the Printer by an 
unknown Hand; which are of notable Ufe to an ins 
judicious Reader, and often lead him to the Difcovery 
of Beauties, which might otherwife have efcaped his 
Eye. They ftand like Champions at the Head of 
a Volume, and bid Defiance to an Army of Cri« 
ticks. 

As I have not been able to procuré any fuch Panes 
gyricks on the following Scenes from my Friends, 
nor Leifure to write them myfelf, I have, in am 
unprecedented manner, collected fuch Criticifins as I 
could meet with on this Tragedy, and have placed 
them before it; but I muft at the fame time affure 
the Reader, that he may fhertly expect an Anfwer to 
them. | 

The firft of thefe Pieces, by its Date, appears to be 
the Production of fome fine Gentleman, who plays 
the Critick for his Diverfion, tho’ he has not fpoil’d 
his Eyes with too much reading. The latter will be 

A 2 ‘ eafily | 


} (£24 
eafily difcaver’d to come from the Hands of one of 
thar Club, which hath determin’d to inftruct che 
World in Arts and Sciences, without anderftanding 
any 3 who 


With lefs Learning than wakes Felons *fcape 
Lefs i human Genius than God gives an ib Ape 


Are idalv'd 


ra 


ead 


in Spite 
Of Nature, and their Stars to write. 


DEAR FACEK, 


a6 fp Ince you have left the 'Fown, and no rational 
_ Creature except myfelf in ir, I have applied 
myfelf pretty much to my Books; I have, befides 
the Craft/man and Grubftreet Journals, read a good 
deal in Mr. Pope’s Rape of the Lock, and feveral 
Pages in the Hiftory of the King of Sweden, which is 
tranflated into #vglifo; but fancy, I fhou’d under- 
<¢ fiand more of it, if I had a better Map: for I have 
“* not been able to find out Livoxzia in mine. 
“¢ J believe, you will be furpriz’d to hear, I have 
not been twice at the Play-Houfe fince your Depar- 
 rure: But alas! what Entertainment can a Man 
$¢ of Senfe find there now? The Modern Husband, 
“© which we hifs’d the frft Night, had {ach Succefs, 
*¢ that IT began to think it a good Play, till the Grub-, 
6° freet Journal affured me it was not. Zhe Earl of 
6 Effex, which you know is my Favourite of all Sdake- 
° fpeare’s Plays, was acted the other Night; but I 
© was kept from it by a damn’d Farce which I abo- 
“¢ minate, 
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‘© minate, and deteft fo much, that I have never eithe# 
.€ feen it, or read It. ‘ 

<¢ Laft Monday came out a new Tragedy, called, 
‘© The Covent-Garden Tragedy, which I believe, I may 
‘© affirm to be the worft that ever was written. [ 
‘© will not fhock your good Judgment by any 
‘© Quotations out of it. To tell you the Truth, I 
‘ know not what to make of it : One wou'd have 
* guefs’d from the Audience, it had been a Comedy : 
* For I faw more People laugh than cry at it. It 
* adds a very {trong Confirmation to your Opinion, 
¢ That it is impoflible, any thing worth reading 
© fhou’d be written in this Age. 


5t. Sames’s Coffee- Houle, 


I am, &e. 


of 
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A CRITICISM on the Covent-Garden 
Tragedy, originally mtended for the Grub- 
fixeet Journal. 


Have been long fenfible, that the Days of Poetry 
* are no more, and that there is but one of the Mo- 
derns, (who fhall be namelefs) that can write either 
Senfe or Englifb, or Grammar: For this Reafon, 1 
, have pafs’d by unremarked, generally unread, the lit- 
tle, quaint, fhort-lived Produétions of my Cotempora- 
ries: For it is a Maxim with my Bookfeller, that no 
Criticifm on any Work can fell, when the Work it- 
felf does not. ~ 

But when I obferve an Author growing into any 
Reputation, when I fee the fame Play, which } 
had liberally hifs’d the firft Night, advertifed for a 
confiderable Number of Nights together ; 1 then be- 
gin to look about me, and to think it worth criti- 
cizing on: A Play that runs twelve Nights, will fup- 
port a temperate Critick as many Days. 

The Succefs of the Tragedy of Yragedies, and the 
Méedern Husband did not only determine me to draw 
my Pen againft thofe two Performances, but hath 
likewife engaged my Criticifm on every thing which 
comes from the Hands of that Author, of whatever 
“nature it be, 

Seu Grecum five Latinuits 
The 


[5] 

The Covent-Garden Tragedy bears fo great an Analo- 
gy to the Tragedy of Yor Thumb, that it needs not’ 
the Author’s Name to affare us from what Quarter it 
had its Original. I {hall beg leave therefore to exa- 
mine this Piece a little, even before I am affured what 
Succefs it will meet with. Perhaps, what I fhall 
herein fay, may prevent its meeting with any. . 

I fhall not here trouble the Reader with a laborious 
Definition of Tragedy drawn from 4viftuttle or Hoe 
vafe, tor which I refer him to thofe Authors. I thall 
content myfelf with the following plain Propofition. 
“¢-That a Tragedy is a Thing of five Acts, written 
“ Dialogue-wife, confifting of feveral fine Similies, 
** Metaphors, and Moral Phrafes, with here and there 
‘a Speech upon Liberty. That ir muff contain an 
FS Action, Characters, Sentiments, Diétion, and a 
‘* Moral.” Whatever falls fhort of any -of thefe, is 
by no means worthy the Name of a Tragedy. 

Que Genus aut Flexum variant, quecunque novato 
Ritu ceficiunt fuperanive, Heteroclita unto. - 
fhall proceed to examine the Piece before us on 


Ehefe Rules, nor do I doubt to prove it deficient in 
them all, 


Qua fequitur manca eft Numero Cafuque Propago. 

As for an Action, I have read it over twice, and do 
olemnly aver, I can find none, at leaft none worthy 
o be called an A&tion. The Author, indeed, .n one 
Place feems to promife fomething like an Aion, 
Where Stormandra, who is enraged with Lovegirlo, 
nds Bilkum to deftroy him, and at the fame time 
hreatens to deftroy herfelf! Buc alas! what comes of 
all 


[ 6 ] 
all this Preparation ! — Why, parturiunt montes—the 
Audience is deceived according to Cuftom, and the 
two murdered People appear in good Health: for 
all which great Revolution of Fortune, we have no 
other Reafon given, but that the one has been run 
through the Coat, and the other has hung up her 
Gown inftead of herfelf.—- Ridiculum ! 

The Characters, I think, are fuch as I have not yet 
met with in Tragedy : I believe all Manfters of the 
Poet’s own Brain. Firft, for the CharaGter of Mother 
Punchbowl; and, by the way, I cannot conceive why 
fhe is called Mother. Is fhe the Mother of any Body 
in the Play ? No. From one Line one might guefs 
fhe was a Bawd, Leatherfides defires her to procure 
two Whores, &c. but then is fhe not continually 
talking of Virtue? How can fhe be a Bawd? In the 
third Scene of the fecond Act fhe appears to be Svo- 
mandra’s Mother. 

Punchb. Daughter, you ufe ihe Captain too unkind, 

Bur, if I miftake not in the Scene immediately pre- 
ceding, Bilkum and fhe have mother’d and fon’d it 
feveral times. Sure, fhe cannot be Mother to them 
both, when fhe wou’d put them to bed together. 
Perhaps, fhe is Mother-in-law ro one of them, as 
being married to her own Child: But of this the Poet 
fhou’d (I think) have given us fome better Affurance 
than barely intimating, thar they were going to bed, 
together, which People in this our Ifland have been 
fometimes known to do, without going to Church tos 
gether. 

What is intended by the Character of Gallono, is 
difficult to imagine. Either he is taken from Life, off 

hg 


[7] 
he isnot. Methinks, I cou’d with he had baa lefe 
out of the Dance, * nothing being more unnatural than 
to conceive fo great a Sot to be aLover of Dancing; 
nay, fo great a Lover of Dancing, as to take that Wo- 
man for a Partner whom he had juft before been a- 
bufing. As for the Characters of Lovegirlo and Kifin- 
day they are poor Imitations of the Charatters of Pyr- 
rhus and Andromache in the Diffreff Mother, as Bilkum 
and Stormandra are of Oreffes and Hermione. 


Sed quid morer iftis. 

As for Mr. Leatherfides, he is indeed an Original, 
and fuch a one, as I hope will never have aCopy. We 
are told (to fet him off) that he has learnt to read, has - 
read Play-Bills, and writ the Grubjreet Journal. But 
how reading Play-Bills, and writing Grubjtreet Papers 
can qualify him to be a Judge of Plays, I confefs, I 
cannot tell. 

The only Character I can find entirely faultlefs, is 
the Chair-Man : for firft we are affur’d, 

He asks but for bis Fare, 
When the Captain anfwers him, 

Thy Fare be davin'd. 
He replies in the gentleft manner imaginable, 

This ts not ating like a Gentleman. 
The Captain upon this threatens to knock his Brains 
out. He then anfwers in a moft intrepid and juftifia- 
ole Manner: | 

Ob! that with me, &c. . 


* The Critic is out in this Particular, it being notorious Gallono 
snot in the Dance; but to fhew how careful the Author was to 
naintain his Chara@er throughout, the faid Gallono during the whole 
Dance ts employ’d with hig Bertle and his Pipe, 
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[8] 
I cannot help wifhing, this may teach all Gentlemen 
to pay their Chair-Men. 

Proceed we now to the Sentiments. And here, to 
thew how inclin’d Iam to admire rather than diflike. 
I fhall allow the beautiful Manner wherein this Play 
fers our. The firft five Lines are a mighty pretty Sa- 
tyr on our Age, our Country, Statefman, Lawyers, 
and Phyficians: What did I not expeét from fuch a 
Beginning ? But alas! what follows? No fine Moral 
Sentences, not a Word of Liberty and Property, no 
Infinuations, that Courtiers are Fools, and Statefmen 
Rogues. You have indeed a few Similics, but they are 
very thin fown. 


Apparent vari nantes in Gurgite vafto. 


The Sentiments fall very fhort of Politenefs every 
where; but thofe in the Mouth of Captain Bilkun 
breathe the true Spirit of Billinfgate. The Courtfhip 
that paffes between him and Stormandra in the fecond 
A& is fo extremely delicate, fure the Author mut 
have ferv’d an Apprenticefhip there, before he cou’d 
have produced it. How unlike this was the beauti- 
ful manner of making Love in Ufe among the An- 
cients, that charming Simplicity of Manners which 
fhines fo apparently in all the * Tragedies of Plautus, 
where, 


——~ petit &f prece blandus amicant. : 


But alas! how fhou’d an illiterate Modern imitate 
Authors he has never read. 


* I fuppofe thefe are loft, there remaining now no more than 
his Comedies, | 
To 


[9] 
To fay nothing of the Meannefs of the Didtion, 
‘which is fome degrees lower than I have feen in any 
Modern Tragedy, we very often meet with Contra- 
diétions inthe fame Line. The Subftantive is fo far from 
fhewing the Signification of its Adjective as the latter 
requires. 


An Adjettive requires fome Word to be joined to it to 
foew its Signification. vid. Accidence. 


That it very often takes away its Meaning, as parti- 
cularly virtuous Whore. Did it ever enter into any 
Head before, to bring thefe two Words together. In- 
deed, my Friend, I cou’d as foon unite the Idea of 
your {weet felf, and a. good Poet. 

Forth from your empty Head I'll knock your Brains. 
Had you had any Brains in your own Head you never 
had writ this Line. 

Yet do not foock it with a Thought fo bafe. 
Ten low Words creep here in a Line indeed. 


— ——Monofyllabla nomina quedam, 
Saly fol, ven et fpleny car, fer, vir, vas— 


Virgal Rod, Grief-ftung Soul, &c. 
TI wou’d recommend to this Author (if he can read) 
that wholefome little Treatife, call’d, Gulielmi Liliz 
Monita Pedagogica, where he. will find this Inftruc- 
tion. 

~-—F eluti Scopulos, barbara verba fuge. 

Much may be faid on both fides of this Queftions 

Let me confider what the Quefrion is; 

Mighty pretty, faith! refolving a Queftion firft, 


and then asking it. 
a2 —— 1001 


[ 10 ] 


thou hafta Tongue 
Might charm a Bailiff to forego bis Hold. 


Very likely indeed! I fancy, Sir, if ever you were in 
the Hands of a Bailiff, you have not efcap’d fo 
eafily. 


Hanover-Square ball come to Drury- Lane. 
Wonderful ! 
Thou fhalt wear Farms and Houfes in each Ear. 


Oh! Bavius! oh! Conundrum, is this true! Sure the 
Poet exaggerates; What! a Woman wear Farms and 
Houfes in her Ear, nay, in each Ear, to make it ftill 
the more incredible. I fuppofe thefe are poetical 
Farms and Houfes, which any Woman may carry 
about her without being the heavier. But I pafs by 
this and many other Beauties of the like Nature, gue 
leétio juxta docebit, to come to.a little Word which 
is worth the whole Work. : 


Nov Modefty, nor Pride, nor Fear, nor REP. 


Quid fibi vult iftud REP ?—TI have looked over all my 
Di€tionaries, but in vain, 


Nufquam vepevitur in ufu. 


I find indeed fuch a Word in fome of the Latin Au- 
thors, but as it is not in the Diétionary, I fuppofe it 
to be obfolete. Perhaps ic is a proper Name, if fo, 
it fhou’d have been in Jtalicks. I'am a little inclined 
to’ this Opinion, as we find feveral very odd Names 
in this Piece, fuch as Hackabouta, &c. 


3 I 


[ar] | 
{ am weary of raking in this Dirt, and thall ther. 


fore pafs on to the Moral, which the Poet very in- 
penuoufly tells us, is, he knows not what, nor any 


one elfe I dare fwear. I fhall however allow him this 
Merit, that except in the five Lines abovementioned, 
[ {carce know any Performance more of a Picce. 
Hither the Author never fleeps, or never wakes 
throughout. 


* ASS in prefenti per fettum format in avi. 


* Gul, Lilius reads this Word with a fingle s, 
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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. THEOPHILUS CIBBER. 


N Athens fir? (as DiGiouaries vorite) 

The Tragick Mufe was midwif’d into Light; 
Rome kuew her next, and next fie took a Dance, 
Some fay to England, others fay to France, 
But whez, or whence, the tuneful Goddefs came, 
Since fhe is bere, I think, is much the fames 
Oft have you feez the King and Hero rage, 
Oft bas the Virgin's Paffion fill'd the Stage; a 
Lo-night, nor King, nor Hero fall you fpy, 
Nor Virgins Love faall fill the Virgin’s Eye, 
Oar Poet from unknown, untafied Springs, 
A curious Draught of Tragic Ne&ar brings. 
Frows Covent-Garden, calls delicious Stores, 
Of Bullies, Bawds, and Sots, aud Rakes, and Whores. 
Exampies of the Great can ferve but few, 
For what are Kings and Heroes Faults to you? 
But thefe Examples are of gereral Ue. 
What Rake is ignorant of * King’s Coffee- Hose? 
Here the old Rake may view the Crimes b’ as known, 
And Boys hence dread the Vices of the Town: 
Here Nymphs feduc’d may mourn toew Pleafwres paft, 
And Maids, who have thetr Virtue, learn to bold it faft. 


* A Place in Covent-Garden Market, well knowa to all Gentl 


men to whom Beds are unknown, 
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EPILOG U E 


spoken by Mifs Rarror, who adted the Parts 
of Habel in the Old Debauchees, and of Kiffinda 


in this Tragedy. 


N various Lights this Night you've feen me dreft. 


A virtueus Lady, and a Mifs confefi, 

Pray tell me, Sirs, in which you like me. Gar 2 
Neither averfe to Love's fe ft Foys you find, 
Tis hard to fay, which is the beft inclin’d; 
The Prieft makes all the Diff’rence in the Gases 
Kiffinda’s always ready to embrace, 
And Uabel fiays only to fay Grace. 
For fevergl Prices ready both to treat, 
This takes a Guinea, that your whole Eftate. 
Gallants, believe our Paffions are the fame, 
Aud virtuous Women, tho’ they dread the Shame, 
Let’em but play fecure, all love the Game, 
for tho’ fome Prude her Lover long may vex, 
Her Coynefs 1s put on, foe loves your Sex ; 
At you, the pretty things, their Airs difplay ; 
For you we dance, we fing, we fmile, we pray; 
On you we dream all Night, we think all Day. 
For you the Mall and Ring with Beauties fwarm; 
You teach foft Senefino’s Airs to charm. 
for thin wowd be th’ Affembly of the Fair 
At Operase-----were none but Ennuchs there, 
In fhort, you are the Bufinefs of our Lives, 
Lo be a Miftrefs kept, the Strumpet ftrives, 
And all the modeft Virgins to be Wives. 
For Prudes may cant of Virtues and of Vices, 
But faith! we only differ in our Prices, 
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Drama- 


Dramatis Perfone. 


GENTLEMEN. 
ee | , 
rhe Captain Bilkum. Mr. Mullart. 

Ch — Lovegirlo. Mr. Czbder, jun. 

2. $~.-Gallono. . Mr. Pager. 

feops-Leatherfides, Mr. Roberts. 

(ax SChairman. Mr. Jones. 

é LADIES. 

‘Ch— Mother Punchbowl. Mr. Bridgewater. 
Kiffinda. Mifs Raftor. 
Stormandra. : Mig Mullart. 

 Nonparel. Mifs Mears. 


SCENE An Antichamber, ov rather Back- 
Parlour in Mother Punchbowl’s Houfe. 


TH & 


TAWA 


ere c 
COVENT- GARDEN 
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Mictlet Peseess 
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SC EN E Ain Autichamber. 


MOTHER PUNCHB OWL, LEATHER- 
SIDES, NOPPREE , INDUSTRIOUS JENNY, 

MOTHER. Aw 

muvee FH O’D bea Bawd in this degen’rate Age? 

> Who'd for her Country unrewarded toil! 

Not fo the Statefman ferubs | his plotful 


‘Head, 
Not fo the Lawyer fhakes fy fated 
Tongue, 


Not fo the Doctor guides the dofeful Quill. 
B 


ayy 
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si COVENT-GARDEN. 


, induftrious Feuny, fayy 
. Hi e Play done and yet no Cull appears ? 
- we N-ONPAREE. 
o, Lyne “2: 'The Play is done: For from the Pigcon fale 
y I heard them hifs the Curtain as it fell. 
MOTHER. 
Ha, did they hifs? Why then the Play is damn’d, 
And I fhall fee the Poet’s Face no more. 
Say, Leatherfides, ’tis thou that beft canft tell : 
For thou haft learnt to read, haft Play-bills read, 
The Grubftreet “fournal thou haft known to write, 
Thou art a Judge; fay, wherefore was it damn’d? 
| LEATHERSIDES. 
~~ f Theard a Tailor fitting by my fide, 
% G4’, Play on his Catcal, and cry out, fad Stuff. 
7t- A little farther an Apprentice far, 
, at fe he too hifs’d, and he too cry’d, ’¢was low. 
hen o’er the Pit I downward caft my Eye, 
GZ The Pit all hifs’d, all whiftled, and all groan’d. . 
iy MOTH E Re 
( Enough. The Poct’s loft, and fo’s his Bill. 
Oh! ‘tis the Tradefman, not the Poet’s Hurt: 
For him the Wafherwoman toils in vain, 
for him in vain the Taylor fits crofs’d-legg’d, 
He runs away and leayes all Debts unpaid. 
LHEATHERSIDES. 
The mighty Captain Bilkum this way comes... 
#ileft him in the Entry with his Chairman 
Wrangling about his Fare. 


- MOTHER. 


TRAGEDY. | 3 


MOTHER. 
Leatherfides, *tis well. 
Retire, my Girls, and patient wait for Culls. 


eect / nel Gap Weofhher- 


ey, 


SCENE I ( 97,5 


MOTHER PUNCHBOWL, CAPTAIN 
BILKUM, CHAIRMAN. 


CHAIRMAN. 
Your Honour, Sir, has paid but half my Fare. 
J ask but for my Fare. 
CAPTAIN BILKUM, 
Thy Fare be damn’d. 
CHAIRMAN. 
“This is not acting like a Gentleman. 
CAPTAIN BILKUM. 
Begone, or by the Powers of Dice I fwear, 
Were there no other Chairman in the World, 
From out thy empty Head, I’d knock thy Brains. 


Oh, ‘that with me, A ale aen confpire, ‘ 


No more to carry fuch fad’ Dogs for Hire, 
But let the lazy Rafcals” ftraddle thro” the Mire. 


(i fo {Fave 


Bz | SCENE 


4 ‘The COVENT-GARDEN 
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CAPTAIN BILKUM, MOTHER PUNCE: 
BOWL. | 


, MOTHE R. 

What is the Reafon, Caprain, that you make 
This Noife within my Houfe? Do you intend 
To arm reforming Conftables againft me? 

W ou’d it delight your. Eyes to fee: me drage’d 

By bafe Plebeian Hands to Weftminfter, 

The Scoff of Serjeants and Attornies Clerks, 

And then exalted on the Pulory, 

To fland the Sneer of ev’ry virtuous Whore? 

Oh! cou'dft thou bear to fee the rotten Egg 

Mix with my Tears, and trickle down my Checks, 

Like Dew diftilling from the full blown Rofe: 

Or fee me follow the attractive Cart, 

To fee the Hangman lift the Virgal Rod, 

‘That Hangman you fo narrowly efcap’d! 
CAPTAIN BILKUM. 

Ha! that laft Thought has ftung me to the Soul; 
Damnation on all Laws and Lawyers too: 
Behold thee carted—oh! forefend that Sight, 
May Bilkum’s Neck be ftretch’d'before that Day. 

MOTHER. 

Come to my Arms, thou beft belov’d of Sons, 
Forgive the Weaknefs of thy Mother’s Fears: 
~ Oh! may I never, never fee thee hang’d! 
CAPTAIN 


& 
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Be ye 
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TRAGEDY: = i 
CAPTAIN BILKUM. 
If born to fwing, I never fhall be drown’d: 
Far be it from me, with too curious Mind, 
To fearch the Office whence eternal Fate 
Iffues her Writs of various Ils to Men; 
Too foon arrefted we fhall know our Doom, /~ | 
And now a prefent Evil gnaws m Heart. 
p g y exh  % 


Oh! Mother, Mother— Cm 
MOTHER. Ta oa 
Say, what wou’d my Son? ve y 
CAPTAIN BILKUM. 7ny “- 
Get me a Wench, and lend me half a Crown. 7 
MOTHER. 
Thou fhalt have both. ; 
CAPTAIN BILKUM. 


Oh! Goodnefs moft unmatch’d, 
What are your "Nelope’s “ae to thee? 
In vain we'd fearch the Hundreds of the Town, | 
From where, in Gooodman’s-Fields, the City Dame 
Emboxed fits, for two times Eighteen Pence. — 
To where at Midnight Hours, the nobler Race 
In borrow’d Voice, and mimick Habit fqueak. 
Yet where, oh where is fuch a Bawd as thou? 

MOTHER. 

On! ! deal not Praife with fuch a lavith Tongueg.. 
If I excel all others of my Trade, any 
Thanks to thofe Stars that feyabe's me to excel! 


a SCENE 


Th COVENT-GARDEN 


SCENE Iv. 


MOTHER PUNCHBOWL, CAPTAIN 
BILKUM, LEATHERSIDES. 


LEATHERSIDES. 
A Porter from Lovegirlo is arriv’d, 
If in your Train one Harlot can be found, 
That has not been a Month upon the Town; 
Her, he expects to find in Bed by two. 
MOTHER. 
Thou, Leatherfides, beft know’ft fuch Nymphs to. 
find, | 
To thee, their Lodgings they communicate. 
Go, thou procure the Girl, I'll make the Punch, 
Which fhe muft call for when the firft arrives. 
Oh! Bilkum, when I backward caft my Thoughts, 
When I revolve the glorious Days I’ve feen, 
(Days I fhall fee no more)—it tears my Brain. 
When Cuils fent frequent, and were fent away. 
When Col’nels, Majors, Captains, and Lieutenants, 
Here {pent the Iffue of their glorious Toils; 
Thefe were the Men, my Bilkum, that fubdu’d 
The haughty Foe, and paid for Beauty here. 
Now we are funk to a low Race of Beaus, 
Fellows unfit for Women or for War; 
eS one aay: r pen is all the Guefts I have. 
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LEATHERSIDES, MOTHER PUNCH: 
BOWL, BILKUM. 


LEATHERSIDES. 
Two Whores, great Madam, mutt be ftraight pre- 
pard, 
A fat one for the Squire, and for my Lord a lean. 
MOTHER, | | 
Be that thy Care. This weighty Bus’nefs done, 
A Bow! of humming Punch fhall glad my Son. 
teste 
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SCENE VI. 


BILKUM /folus. : 
Oh! °tis not in the Pow’r of Punch to eafe 
My Grief-ftung Soul, fince Hecatiffa’s falfe, 
ince fhe could hide a poor half Guinea from me. 
h! had I fearch’d her Pockets ere I rofe, 
had not left a fingle Shilling in them. 
ut lo! Lovegirlo comes, I will retire, 0° YY, 
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LL SCENE VIL 
Si ar? y OVEGIRLO, GALLONO. 
GALLONO. 


And wilt thou leave us for a Woman thus! 

Art thou Lovegirlo ? Tell me, art thou he, 

Whom I have feen the Saffron-colour’d Morn 

With rofy Fingers beckon home in vain? 

Than whom none oftner pull’d the pendent Bell, 

None oftner cry’d, another Bottle bring ; 

And canft thou leave us for a worthlefs Woman? 
‘a. ae, LOVEGIRLO. 

I charge thee, my Gallono, do not fpeak 
Ought againft Woman; by Kifinda’s Smiles, 

(‘Thofe Smiles more worth than all the Cornwa/i Mines) 

When I drank moft, twas Woman made me drink, 

The Toaft was to the Wine an Orange-Peel. 

GALLONO. 
Oh! wou’d they fpur us on to noble Drink, 

I too wou’d be a Lover of the Sex. 

And fure for nothing elfe they were defign’d, 

Woman was only born to be a Toatft. 
LOVEGIRLO. 

What Madnefs moves thy flander-hurling Tongue ? 
Woman! What is there in’ the World like Woman? 
Man without Woman is a fingle Boot, 

Is half a Pair of Sheers. Her wanton Smiles 
6 Are 
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Are fweeter than a Draught of cool fmall Beer 

[Po the fcorch’d Palate of a waking Sot. Bi Sh, 
Man is a Puppet which a Woman moves l ‘ 
And dances as fhe. will+-—-Oli! had it not YCAL va 
3een for a Woman, thou hadft not been here. es 5 ws 


GALLONO. 
And were it not for Wine-=1 wou'd not be. 
Wine makes a-Cobler’ greater than a King 
ine gives Mankind the Preference to Beafts, 
Thirft teaches all the Animals to drink, 
ut Drunkennefs belongs to only Man. 
LOVEGIRLO. 


If Woman wete not, may Gallono, Man 


Wou’d make a filly Figure in the World. 
GALLONO. 
And. without Wine all Human-kind wou’d be 


One ftupid, fniveling, fneaking, fober Fellow. 
LOVEGIRLO. Loe : 
What does the Pleafures of our Life refine at 
Tis charming Woman. YQ ~ 
GALLONO. | 
Wine, 
LOVEGIRLO. 
*Tis Woman. | 
GALLONO. peor | 
Wine. . {CME CELLS 
Lae ee 
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SCENE VIII 


BILKUM. 


But he does wifeft who takes moft of both. . r) 


CR ay 


SCENE IX. 
LOVEGIRLO, KISSIND 4 


LOVEGIRLO. 
Oh! my Kifinda! oh! how fweet art thou? 
Nor Covent-Garden, nor Stocks-Market knows 
A Flower like thee; lefs {weet the Susday Rofe, 
With which, in Country Church, the Milk-maid decks | 
Her ruddy Breaft: Ne’er wath’d the courtly Dame 
Her Neck with Honey-water half fo fweet. 
Oh! thou art Perfume all; a Perfume Shop. 
KISSIND A. 
Ceafe, my Lovegirlo, oh! thou haft a Tongue 
Might charm a Bailiff to forego his Hold. 
Oh! I cou’d hear thee ever, cou’d with Joy 


Live 


Ca 
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Live a whole Day upon a Difh of Tea, 
And liften to the Bagpipes in thy Voice. 
| LOVEGIRLO. 
Hear this, ye Harlots, hear her and reform; © 
Not fo the Mifer loves to fee his Gold, 
Not fo the Poet loves to fee his Play, 
Not fo the Critick loves to fee a Fault, , 


Not fo the Beauty loves to fee herfelf, bao 


As I delight to fee Kifinda {mile. 
| KISSIND A. ~ 

Oh! my Lovegirio, 1 muft hear no more, 
Thy Words are ftrongeft Poifon to my Soul; 
I fhall forget my Trade and learn to dote. 

| LOVEGIRLO. 

Oh ! give a Loofe to all the Warmth of Love. 
Love like a Bride upon the Second Night ; 

I like a ravifh’d Bridegroom on the Firft. © 
KISSIND A. 

Thou know’ft too well a Lady of the Town 

If fhe give way to Love muft be undone. 
LOVEGIRLO. 

The Town! thou fhalt be on the Town no more, 
I'll take thee into Keeping, take thee Rooms. | 
So large, fo furnifh’d, in fo fine a Street, 

The Miftrefs of a Few fhall envy thee, 
By Jove, Vil force the footy Tribe to own, 
A Chriflian keeps a Whore as well as they. 

— KISSIND 4. 

And wilt thou take me into Keeping——? - 
LOVEGIRLO. 


a 


Yes. 
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gh PRSTH Disks oT iu 
Then I am bleft indeed———and I will be 
The kindeft, gentleft, and the cheapeft Girl. 
A Joint of Meat a Day is all I ask, 
And that Pll drefs my felf+—A Pot of Beer 
When thou din’ft from me, fhall be all my Wine; 
Few Clothes I’ll have, and thefe too Second-hand; 
Then when a Hole within thy Stocking’s feen, 
(For Stockings will have Holes) I'll darn it for thee, 
With my own Hands [ll wath thy foapen’d Shirt, 
And make the Bed I have unmade with thee. | 
LOVEGIRLO. 
Do virtuous Women ufe their Husbands fo? 
Who but a Fool wou’d marry that can keep— 
W hat is this Virtue that Mankind adore? 
Sounds lefs the fcolding of a virtuous Tongue ! 
Or who remembers, to increafe his Joy, . 
In the laft Moments of exceflive Blifs, 
The Ring, the Licenfe, Parfon, or his Clerk? 
Befides, whene’er my Miftrefs plays me foul, 
T caft her, like a dirty Shirt, away. 
But oh! a Wife fticks like a Plaifter faft, 
Like a perpetual Blifter to the Pole. 
KISSINDA. 
find wilt thou never throw me off——~? 
LOVEGIRLO, 
Never, 
*Till thou art foil’d. 
- EKISSIND &. 
Then turn me to the Streets, 
Thofe Streets you took me from. 


| LOVE 
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LOVEGIRLO. Ob ah 
Forbid it all CAEL 
Ye Powers propitious to unlawful Love. 
Oh! my Kifinda, by this Kifs I {wear, 
(This Kifs, which at a Shilling is not dear) 
T wou’d not quit the Joys this Night fhall give, - 
For all the virtuous Wives or Maids alive. 
Oh! Iam all on Fire, thou lovely Wench, 
Torrents of Joy my burning Soul muft quench, 
Reiterated Joys! 
Thus burning from the Fire, the Wafher lifts 
The red-hot Iron to make {mooth her Shifts, 
With Arm impetuous rubs her Shift amain, 
And rubs, and rubs, and rubs it oe’r again; 
Nor fooner does her rubbing Arm withhold, 
"Till fhe grows warm, and the hot Iron cold. 
WEE oe CAEp 


ACT 


ACT IL SCENE L 


STORMANDRA, CAPTAIN 
BIULKU M. 


STORMANDRA. 


NG oe ar 2 OT, tho’ you were the beft Man in the 
Aw iS bands 


Favour ? 
Therefore come down the Ready, or I go. 
BILKUM. 
Forbid it, Verus, I fhou’d ever fet 
So curfed an Example to the World: 
Forbid, the Rake, in full Purfuit of Joy 
Requir’d the unready Ready to come down, 
Shou’d curfe my Name, and cry, zbus Bilkum did; 
Zo him this syle ae we owe. 


STO 
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TRAGEDY. 1; 
STORMAND RA. 

’ Rather forbid, that, bilk’d in after-time, 
The Chair-lefs Girl fhould curfe Stormandra’s Name, 
That as fhe walks with draggled Coats the Street, 
(Coats fhortly to be pawn’d) the hungry Wretch - 
Shou’d bellow out, for this, £ thank Stormandra! 

BILKUM. 

Truft me to-night and never truft me more, 

If I do not come down when I get up. 
STORMANDRA. 

And doft thou think I have a Soul fo mean? 
Truft thee! doft thiik I came laft Week to Town, 
The Waggon Straws yet hanging to my Tail? 
Truft thee ! oh! when I truft thee fora Groat, 
Hanover-Square fhall come to Drury-Lane. 

BILKUM. 

Madam, ’tis well, your Mother may perhaps, 
Teach your rude Tongue to know a fofter Tone. 
And fee, fhe comes, the {miling Brightnefs comes. 


SCENE IL. 


MOTHER PUNCHBOWL, CAPTAIN 
BILKUM, STORMANDRA. 


STORMANDRA. 
Oh! Mother Punchbowl, teach me how to rail; 
Oh! teach me to abufe this monftrous Man. 
MOT HE R. 


16 Zhe COVENT-GARDEN 
MOTHER: 
What has he done? . 
STORMANDR MA; 
‘Sure a Defign fo bafe, 
Turk never yet conceiv’d.. 
MOTHER. 

Forbid it, Virtue. 

STORMANDRA. 

It wounds me to the Saulkr—nhs wou’d have bill’a 

me. ) 
MOTHER. 

Ha! in my Houfe! oh! Béilkum, is this true? 
Who fet thee on, thou Traizor, to undo me,. 
Is it fome envious Sifter, fuch may. be; 

For even Bawds, I own it with a Blufh, 

May be difhoneft in this vicious Age. 

Perhaps, thou art an Enemy tous all, 

Wilt join malicious Juftices againft us. , 

Oh! chink not thus to bribe th’ ungrateful Tribe, ‘ 

The Hand to Bridewel which thy Mother fends, 

May one Day fend thee to more fatal Goal; 

And oh! (avert. che Omen all ye. Stars) 

The very Hemp I beat may hang my Son. 
BILKUM, 

Mother, you know the Paflage to my Heart, 
But do not fhock it with a Thought fo bafe. 
Sooner Fieet-Ditch like Silver Toames fhall flow, 
The New- Exchange thal) with the Royal vye, 

Or Covent-Garden’s with St. Paul’s great Bell: 
Give no Belief to that ungrateful Woman; 
Gods! who wou’d be a Bully to a Woman? 


Canft thou forget—(it is.too plain thou canft) — 
When 


TRAGEDY. 1p 
When at the Rummer, at the Noon of Night, 
I found thee with a bafe Apprentice boxing ? 
And tho’ none better dart the clinched Fift, 
Yet waft thou over-match’d, and on the Ground 
Then like a Bull-Dog in Hockleian Holes, 
Rufh’d I tremendous on the fnotty Foe, 
I took him by the Throat and kick’d him down the 
Stairs. | 
STORMANDRA. 
Doft thou recount thy Services, bafe Wretch, 
Forgetting mine? Doft thou forget the Time, 
When fhiv’ring on a Winter’s icy Morn, 
I found thy coatlefs Carcafe at the Roundhoufe, 
Did I not then forget my proper Woes, 
Did I not fend for half a Pint of Gin, 
To warm th’ ungrateful Guts? pull’d I not off 
A Quilted-Petticoat to clothe thy Back ? 
That unskinn’d Back, which Rods had drefs’d_ in reds 
Thy only Title to the Name of Caprain? 
Did I not pick a Pocket ofa Watch, 
A Pocket pick for thee? 
} BILKUM, 
Doft thou mention 
So flight a Favour? Have I not. for thee 
Fled from the Feather-bed of foft Repofes 
And as the Watch proclaim’d approaching Day, 
Robb’d the Stage-Coach?— Apain, when Puddings 
hot, 
And Well-fleet Oifters cry’d, the Evening come, 
Have I not been a Foot-pad for thy Pride! 
MOTHER. 
Enbuch, my Children, let this Difcord ceafe, 


~ 


43 The COVENT-GARDEN 
Had both your Merits had, you both deferve 
The Fate of greater Perfons Go, my Son, 
Retire to reft—gentle Stormandra {oon 
Will follow you. See kind Confent appear, ~ 
In fofteft Smiles upon her lovely Brow. 
Bit KUM. 

‘And can I think Stormandra will be mine ! 
Once more, ynpaid for mine! then I again 
Am blefty am paid for all her. former Scorn. 
So when the doating Hen-peck’d Husband long. . 
Hath ftood the Thunder of his Deary’s Tongue; | 
If, Supper over, fhe attempt to toy, ' 
And laugh and languifh for approaching Joy, 
His raptur’d Fancy runs her Charms all o’er, I 

m)) i 


While Tranfport dances Jiggs thro’ ev’ry Pore, 
He hears the Thunder of her Tongue no more. 


Cet ry 


SCENE II. 


STORMANDRA, MOTHER PUNCH: 
BOWL. : 


MOT HE R. 


Daughter, you ufe the Captain too unkind, 
_ Forbid it, Virtue, I fhou’d ever think 

A Woman fqueezes any Cull too much, 

But Bullies never fhou’d be us’d as Culls, 

With Caution ftill preferve the Bully’s Love, 
A Houte like this, without a Bully left, 
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is like a Puppet-Show without a Punch. 
When you fhall be a Bawd, and fure that Day 
‘Is written in the Almanack of Fate, 
You'll own the mighty Truth of what I fay. 
So the gay Girl whofe Head Romances fill, 
a Mother married well againft her Will ; 

Once paft the Age that pants for Love’s Delight, ~~ . © 
Herfelf a Denk owns her Mosher in the Right Ce 
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STORMANDRA fola: 


What fhall I do? Shall I unpaid to Bed? 
Oh! my Lovegirio! oh! that thou wert here; 
How my Heart dotes upon Lovegirlo’s Name, 
For no one ever paid his Girls like him. _ 
She, with Lovegirlo who had {pent the Night, 
Sighs not in vain for next Day’s Mafquerade, 
Sure of a Ticket from him——Ha! ye Powers, 
What is’t I fee? Is it a Ghoft I fee? 

It isa Ghoft. It is Lovegirlo’s Gholt. 
Lovegirlo’s dead; for if he were not dead, 
How cowd his living Ghoft be walking here? 
on ee 
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SCENE V. 


b 


_. LOVEGIRLO, STORMANDR4, 


LOVEGIRLO. 
Surely this is fome Holiday in Hell, . 
And Ghofts are let abroad to take the Air, 
For I have feen a Dozen Ghofts to-night 
Dancing in merry Mood the winding Hayes, 
If Ghofts all lead fuch merry. Lives as | thee, 
‘Who wou'd not be a Ghoft!*> ~ * 
STORMANDR 4. 
Art thou not one? 
LOVEGIRLO. 
What do I fee, ye Stars? Is ic Stormandra ¢ 
STORMANDR A. 
Art thou Lovegirlo?—oh! I fee thou art. 
But tell me, I conjure, art thou not dead? 
LOVEGIRLO. , 
> by my Soul I am not. 
STORMANDRA. 
May T truft thee ? 
Yet if chou art alive, what doft thou here ° 
Without Stormandra ?—but thou need{ft not fay, 
I know thy Falfhood, yes, perfidious Fellow, 
I know thee faife as Water or as Hell; 
Falfer than any thing but thy felf—— 
= LOVE: 
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LOVEGIRLO. Ath a 
Or thee. 


Dares thus the Devil to rebuke our ial Ov a ha 
Dares thus the Kettle fay the Pot is black! 
Canft thou upbraid my Falfhood! thou! who fill 
Art ready to obey the Porter’s Call, 
At any Hour, to any fort of Gueft; 
Thy Perfon is as common as the Dirt, 
Which Pickadilly leaves on ev’ry Heel. 
STORMANDRA. 
Can I hear this, ye Stars! injurious Man! 
May I be ever bilk’d!—-May I ne’er fetch 
My Watch from Pawn, if I’ve been falfe to you. 
LOVEGIRLO. 
Oh! Impudence unmatch’d! canft thou deny 
That thou haft had a thoufand diff’rent Men? 
STORMANDRA. 
If fe be Falfhood, I indeed am falfe, 
And never Lady of the Town was true ; 
But tho’ my Perfon be upon the Town, 
My Heart has ftill been fix’d on only you. 


SCENE VI. 


LOVEGIRLO, STORMANDRA, KIS- 
SIND A. 


KISSIND A. 


Where’s my Lovegirio? point him our, ye Stars, 
at ) Reftore 
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Reftore him panting to Kifinda’s Arms, 
Ha! do I fee! og of? 
STORMANDRA. © 
Haft thou forgot to rail ? 
Now call me falfe, perfidious, and Ingrate; 
Common as Air, as Dirt, or as thy felf. 
Beneath my Rage, haft thou forfaken me? 
All my full Meals of lufcious Love, to ftarye 
At the lean Table cf a Girl like that? 
KISSIND A. 
- That Girl you mention with fo forc’d a Scorn, 
Envies not all the large Repafts you boaft, 
A little Dith oft furnifhes enough; - 
And fure Enough is equal to a Feaft. 
STORMANDRA. | 
The puny Wretch fuch little Plates may choofe; 
Give me the Man who knows a ftronger Tafte, 
KISSIND dA. 
. Senfual and bafe! to fuchas you weowe j 
That Harlot is a Title of Difgrace, 
The worft of Scandals on the beft of Trades; _ 
STORMANDRA. 
That Shame more juftly tothe Wretch aoe 
Who givesthofe Favours which fhe cannot feli,—~ 
KISSIND A. 
But harder is the wretched Hazlot’s Lor 
Who offers them for nothing and in vain, 
STORMANDRA. 
Shew me the Man, who thus accufes me, 
I own I chofle Lovegirio, own I lov’dhim, 
But then I chofe and lov’d him as a Cull; 
Therefore prefer’d him to allother Meny © 


3 


Becat 


TRAGEDY. a 
Becaufe he better paid his Girls than they. 
Oh! I defpife all Love but that of Gold, 
Throw that afide and all Men are alike. 
KISSINDA. 

And I defpife all other Charms but Love. 
Nothing could bribe me'from Lovegirlo’s Arms 5 
Him, in a Cellar, wou'd my Love prefer 
To Lords in Houfes of fix Rooms a Floor. 
Oh! had I in the World a hundred Pound, 

I'd give him all. Ordid he, (Fate forbid !) 
Want three half Crowns his Reckoning to pay, 
I'd pawn my Under-petticoat to lend them. 
LOVEGIRLO. 
Wou’dft thou, my Sweet? Now by the Powers of. 
Love, 
I'll mortgage all my Lands to deck thee fine. 
Thou fhalt wear Farms and Houfes in cach Ear, 
Ten thoufand Load of Timber thall embrace 
Thy necklac’d Neck. I'll make thy glitt’ring Form 
Shine thro’ th’ admiring Mall a blazing Star. 
Negle&ed Virtue thall with Envy die, 
The Town fhall know no other Toaft but thee. 
So have I feen upon my Lord-Mayor’s Day, 
While Coaches after Coaches roll away, 
The gazing Crowd admire by Turns and cry, 
See fuch and fuch an Alderman pa/s by; 
But when the mighty Magiftrate appears, 
No other Name is founded in your Ears, 
The Crowd all cry unanimous ——/¢e there, 
Ye Citizens, behold the Coach of the Lord Mayor. 
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" S$TORMAMDR4, CAPTAIN BILKUM. 


. BILKEUNM. 

Why comes.not my Stormandra? Twice-and once 
I’ve told the ftriking Clock’s increafing Sound, 

And yet unkind Stormandra ftays away. 
STORMA ake RA. 
Coptaio, “ai you a Man?.: 
: BI 1, K y Me 

I think I; ams 
The Tinie has been when clini thought {fo too, 
Try me again in the foft Fields of Love. 

STORMAND RA. 

‘Tis Wat not Love muft try your, Manhood now, 
By Gin, I {wear ne’er to receive thee more, ; - 
*Till curs’d Lowegirlo’s Blood has dy’d thy Sword. 

> BILEUM. 
Lovegirlo! Whence this Fury bent on hii? ; 
' STORMAND RA. 

Ha! doft thou queftion, Coward ?—Ask again, 
And I will never call thee Captain more. 
Inftant obey'my. Purpofe, or by Hemp 
Rods, all the Horrors Bridewel ever knew, 
I will arreft thee for the Note of Hand, 


. 


Which 
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Which thou haft given me for twice one Pounds 
But if thou doft, I call my facred Honour 
To witnefs, thy Reward fhall be my Love. 
4 “ BILKUM. 

Lovegirlo is no more. “ Yet wrong me not, 
Ic is your Promife, not your Threat, prevails. 
So when fome Parent of Indulgence mild, 
Wou’d to the naufeous Potion bring the Child; 
In vain to win or frighten to its good, 
He cries, my Dear, or lifts the ufelefs Rod; 
But if by chance, the Sugar Plumb he fhows, 
The fimp’ring Child no more Reluctance knows 
It ftretches out its Finger and its ‘Thumb, 
It {wallow firft, the Potion, then the Sugar Plumb, 
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SCEN® VIII. "ie 


STORMANDA /fola. 7 ; 
- Go, a&t my juft Revenge, and then be hang’d, 
While I retire and gently hang my felf. 
May Women be by my Example taught, 
Still to be good, and never to be naught 
Never from Virtue’s Rules to go aftray, 
Nor ever to believe what Man can fay. 
She who believes a Man, I am afraid, 
May be a Woman long, but not a Maid, 
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Tf fuch ble&t Harveft my Example bring, Lat fl 
The female World {hall with my Praifes ring, J { 
And fay, that when I hang’d my felf, I. did a noblel 


thing (eer) 
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MO THER PUNCHBOWL, KISSIND 4 
NONPAREL. 


Fifinds MOTHE R. 
. Oh! Mespame/, thou lovelieft of Girls, 
Thou lateft Darling of thy Mother’s Years; 
Let thy Tongue know no Commerce with thy Heart 
For if thou telleft Trath thou art undone. 


A NONPARETL. 
APopive me, Madam, this firft Faulr—henceforth 
C11 learn with utmoft Diligence to fib. ys ux 
MOTHER. va Cane 


Oh! never give your eafy Mind to Love, 
But poife the Scales of your ‘Affection fo, 
That a bare Six-pence added to his Scale, 
Might make the Cit Apprentice or the Clerk 
Outweigh a flaming Col’ nel of the Guards, - 
Oh ! never give your Mind to Officers, 

W hofe Gold is on the outfide of the Pocket. 
But fly a Poct as the worft of Plagues, 
7 - Wh 


CPR AECED RY es) 
Who. never pays with any thing but ae | 
Oh+-had-Kifi nda taken this Advice,. .. 

She: ‘had not now been bilk’d. 


KISSIL ae 2 A. 
Think me not fo,-~ { 
some hafty Bufinefs has Loveeirto drawn 
To leave me thas——but I will hold a Crown 
To Eighteen-pence, he’s here within an Hour, 
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Lo them LBATHERSIDES. 


Mo TH ER. 
Oh! Leatherfi des, ‘what means this Seria! bovis 
; LEATHERS IDES: | 
Through the Piaches as I took my way 
To fetch a Girl, Tata diftaince view'd - 
ovegirlo, with great Captain Bilkam fighting 3 
ovegirlo pufh’d, the Captain parry’d,. thus. 
ovegirlo puth’d, he parried agains 
)ft did he puth, and oft was puth’ d afides 
tC length the Captain with his: Body thus, . 
“hrew in a curfed Thruft in Flanconade. 
[was then—oh ! dreadful Horror to relate}, 
at a‘Diftancé faw Lovegirio fall,” 
nd look as if he cry’d—ob/ Lam lain. 
. ([Kiflinda fnks into o Nonparets Aruas.) 
Sa ide : pee ENE 
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SCENE XI. 


To thm GALLONO. 


GALLONO. 

Give me my Friend, thou moft accurfed Bawd, 

Reftore him to me drunken as he Was, 
) ¢ Ere thy vile Arts feduc’d him from the Glafs. 
Lf MOTHER. 
Oh! that I cou’d reftore him—but alas! 
~ Or drunk or fober, you'll ne’er fee him more, 
/Unlefs you fee his Ghoft—his Ghoft, perhaps, 
May have efcap’d from Captain Bilkum’s Sword. 
. GALLONO. 

W hat do I hear!—oh damn’d accurfed Jade, 
Thou art the Caufe of all— With artful Smiles 
Thou didft feduce him to go home ere Morn. 
Bridewel fhall be thy Fate, I'll give a Crown 
To fome poor Juftice to commit thee thither, 
Where I will come and fee thee floge’d my felf. ~~ 

KISSINDA. 

One flogg’d as | am can be floge’d no more; 
In her Lovegirlo, Milfs Kifinda liv’d: 
The Sword that pafs’d thro” poor Lovegtrlo’s Heart, 
Pais’d eke thro’ mine, he was three fifths of me. 


SCEN] 


TRAGEDY - os. 


SCENE XII. 
Zo them BILKUM. 


BILKUM. 
Behold the moft accurfed of humankind, 
[ fora Woman with a Man have fought; 
She, for I know not what, has hang’d herfelf, 
And now Fack-Ketch may do the fame for me, 
Oh! my Stormandra ! 
MOTHER. 
What of her? 
Rio BILKUM. 
Alas! 
She’s hang’d herfelf all to her Curtain’s Rod, © 
I faw her fwinging and I ran away. 
Oh! if you lov’d Stormandra, come with me; 
Skin of your Flefh, and bite away your Eyes; 
Lug out your Heart, and dry it in your Hands; 
Grind it to Powder, make it into Pills, | 
And take it down your Throat. 
MOTHER. 
Sormandee sgonel 
Weep all ye Sifter-Harlots of the Town; if 
Pawn your beft Clothes, and clothe your felves in Rags, 
Oh! my Stormandra] ° 


BSS age 


rn. Lhe COVENT-GARDEN 
— KISSIND A. 
SL Poor Lovegirio’s flain. 
Ob! give me way, come all you Furies, come, 
y Lodge in th’ unfurnifh’d Chambers of my Heart, 
My Heart which never fhall be let again 
To any Gueft but endlefs Mifery, 
Never fhall have a Bill upon it more. 
Oh ! Tam mad methinks, I fwim in Air, 
In Seas of Sulphur and eternal Fire, 
And fee Lovegirlo too. 
GALLONO. 
Ha! fee him! where ? 
Where is the much-lov’d Youth—oh! never more 
Shall I behold him. Ha! Diftraétion wild 
Begins to wanton in my unhing’d Brain: 
Methinks I’m mad, mad as a wild March Hare; 
My muddy Brain is addled like an Egg, 
‘My Teeth, like Magpies, ‘chatter in my Head 5. 
My reeling: Head! ! which akes like any mad. 
Omnes. 
Oh! 


LEATHERSIDES. 
Was ever fuch a difmal Scene of Woe? 


SCENE fhe laf. 


To thm LOVEGIRLO, STORMANDRA, 
a ee ee 
Where’s my Kifinda?—bear me to her Arms, 
¥e winged Winds—and let me perifh there. 
KISSIND Z. 
Lovegirio lives~-oh! let my eager Arms ) 
ny sae Prefs 


aA 


TRAGEDY. © 3; 
Prefs him to Death upon my panting Breatt.. 
ei BILKUM. ° : 
Oh! all ye Powers of Gin, Stormandya lives. 
| STORMANDRA. 

Nor Modefty, nor Pride, nor Fear, nor Rep, 
Shall now forbid this tender chafte Embrace. 
Fienceforth I’m thine as long as e’er thou wilt. 


anh GALLONO, 
Lovegirlo f : 
LOVEGIRLO. \ 
Oh, Joy unknown, Gallono. 
MOTHER ~ 


: Come all at once to my capacious Arms, « 
I know not where I fhou’d th’ Embrace begin; 
My Children! oh! with what tumultuous Joy — 
Do I behold your almoft virtuous Loves. 
Butfay, Lovegivlo, when we thought you dead ; 
Say, by what lucky Chance we fee you here ? 
| LOVEG! REG 

In a few Words I'll fatisfy your Doubt, 

I through the Coat was, not the Body, run. 
BILKUM. 

But fay, Stormandra, did I not behold 

Thee hanging to the Curtains of thy Bed? 
| STORMANDRZ. 
No, my dear Love, it was my Gown, not me, 
I did intend to hang my, felf, bur ere 
he Knot was ty’d, repented my Defign. 
KISSIND A. 

Henceforth, Stormandra, never rivals more, 
y Bilkum you, I by Lovegirlo kept. 
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‘e! LOVEGIRLO. : 
Forefeeing. all this fudden Turn of Joy, % 


@ *#% 


Ive brought a Fidler to play forth the fame, ~*~ 
: MOTHER. ; 

I too will fhake a°Foot on this blet Day. = 

-  LOVEGIRLO. < Ae 

From fuch Examples as of this and that, 
Weall are taught to know I know not we 
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